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Russian like us.  By God, believe it or not, I'm sorry for
tjiem.  There's a Jew among them, but he's a man, too.
>We killed off the Jews in Poland, I know.  But this one gave
me a glass of vodka.  I like the Jews.  Come on, Gregor.
Piotra! "
At first Gregor refused to go, but his father advised him :
^ "Go along, or they may say we think them lower than
ourselves. Go on, don't bring up their past sins against
them."
Piotra and Gregor went with Anikushka into the yard.
The warm night promised fair weather. In the air was a
scent of ashes and burning dung-fuel. The three cossacks
stood for a moment in silence, then went on. At the wicket
gate Daria overtook them. Her arched, pencilled eyebrows
gleamed a velvety black in the dim light of the moon.
" They're making my wife drunk/7 Anikushka muttered.
" But they won't get what they want. I've got eyes . . ."
Tipsy with home-made vodka, he went reeling against the
'fence and stumbled off the path into a snow-drift. The
blue, granular snow scrunched like sugar beneath their feet.
The wind sent it whirling up from the ground ; it flew
rapaciously at the white clouds and the passive earth,
covering the village, the tracks, the steppe, and all human
and animal traces.
In Anikushka's hut the air was so thick that it was
impossible to breathe. Sharp black tongues of soot were
winding up from the lamp, and nothing could be seen
through the haze of tobacco-smoke. Open jugsVere standing
on the table, the entire hut stank of spirits. The table-cloth
^was like a dirty rag.  His long legs flung out in front of him,
ra Red Army accordion-player was working the bellows of
his instrument vigorously. Red Army men were sitting on
the benches with women neighbours of Anikushka.
Anikushka's own wife was being caressed by a healthy-
looking old fellow in padded khaki trousers, and boots
loaded with enormous spurs that might have been taken
from a museum. His cap was thrust on the back of his
head, and his brown face was sweating. One moist hand
was pressing the woman's back. She was already fuddled,
and although she would have moved away if she could,
she was without strength. She caught her husband's look
and took no notice of the other women's smirks, but she